Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



SPIEITUAL SONGS 

NOT 10 BE FOOND IN THS HYMN E00K3 



ET. J. C. %TLE, B.A., 



I. F. K&NDOLPH, TTO BBOADWAT, 

ms. 



Siiig ge piaists foit^ unbtrsfanbiitg 

(Psalm slviL TO 



SriEITUAI SONGS. 



1 I lay my sina on Jesna, 

Tli9 ^tJess lamb of God j 
He beans them all, and frees us 

rroin tlie accursed load. 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To wash jny crimson slaicB 
Wliite, in his blood most precious, 

Till not a spot remains. 

2 I lay my wants on Josus; 

All fullness dnfells in. Him; 
Ho heals all my diseases; 

He dott my soul redeem. 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 

My burdens and my cares ; 
He ftom them all releases. 

He all my sorrow sharus. 



3 I rest my soul on Jesua, 

This weaiy soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraoffl^ 

I on Hia breast recline. 
I love the name of Jesus, 

Immaauel, ClirisC, the Lord ; 
like fragrance on the breezes 

Hia name abroad is poured. 

I I long to be like Jeaua, 

Meek, bring-, lowly, mild; 
T long to be hke Jeaua, 
The father's holy child, 

I long to be with Jesua, 
Amid the heavenly tlu^ong. 

To sing "with eainte His praises, 
To leam the angels' song. 

H. SONAB. 



2, MitA vL 12. 1 

1 "When this passing world is done, 
"When has sunk yon glaring sun, 
When WB stand with Christ in glory, 
Looking o'er life's finished story. 
Then, Lord, ahall I fully know- 
Hot till theu— how much I owe. 



i When I hear tlie wicked caK 
On. the rooks aad hill3 to fall; 
When I see them start aad shrink 
On the Sory dclugo brink, 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till iJien — how much I owe. 



3 ■When 1 stand before the throne, 
Dressed in beauty not my own, 
■Wlien I see Thee sa Thou art, 
Lore thee with misiuning heart, 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — how muoh I owe, 



4 When tlie praise of heaven I heaiv 
Loud as thunders to Uie ear, 
Loud as many wal^rs^ noise. 
Sweet as harp's melodious voice, 
Then, Lord, iiall I fully know- 
Hot till then — how much I owe. 



i Chosen, not for good in me, 
Wakened up from wrath lo flee. 
Hidden in the Saviour's aide. 
By the Spirit sanctified ; 
Teach me, Lord, on earth to ahow, 
By my love, how muoh I owe. 



6 Oft I walk beneatli tlio cloud, 
3)ark as midnight's gloomy shrcud; 
Eut when fear is at the height^ 
Jeaus cotnos, and all ia lightL 
Blessed Jeaus 1 bid me shew 
DouGtlng saints how much. I owe. 



1 Lord, it belongs not to my care, 

Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Tlise ia my share, 
And tliis Thy grace must give. 

2 If life be long, I win be glad, 

That I may Jong obey ; 
If short, yet why should I bo sad 
To Boar to eudless day ? 



3 Christ leads me through no darker re 
Than He went through before ; 
He that unto God's kingdom cornea, 
Must eater by His dcor. 



4 Come, Lord, wlton graco lias taaile me 
Thy blessed face to aoe ; [meet, 

For if tiy work on earth be sweat, 
What, will thy glory be ? 

6 Then shall I end my sad complaiats, 
And weary sinful diiys, 
And joia witii the triumphant saints 
That wng Jchovali's praise. 

6 My knowlei^e of that life is small, 
The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis eaough that Christ knowa a}!, 
And I shall be with Him. 



4.* Jolin vi. 37. P.M. 

1 Just as 1 am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
And that thon bid'st me come to The^ 
Lamb of God, I cornel 

• Thamatraof ilils most bcanfitUI hymn Is one 
■oHi-hiDh^h &itf ovp pfwn^hini^. ii may, lionovet, 
LiuLfl, hj rapealjas tho 

mDBio In Mr. Ldv^ 



I'Bi^^ Tlie^^M^a^. 



5 Just as I a«i, and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark bloli [apot, 

To TJies, whose blood can cleanse each 

OLambof God, I cornel 

3 Juat as I sm, tliougli tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt^ 
Witii fears within, and wars without, 
Lamb of Qod, I cornel 

i Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind, 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 

6 Juat aa I am — Thon. wilt receire, 
"Wilt ■welcoms, pardon, cleaoae, relieve, 
Because thy promise I believe — 

Lamb of God, I come 1 



6 Just as I am — Thy lOTe tinknowii 
Has brokeu every barrier down j 
Now to be Tlime, yea, thine aloue — 
O Lamb of God, I come I 



1 Give to the winds tliy fears, 

Hope, and, be undismayed; 
God liears thy sighs, and counts thy teoi^ 
God shall lifl up thy head. 

2 Through, vtaxes, and ebuds, and stormy 

Ha gently clears the way ; 
■Wait thou Hia time ; so shall this night 
Boon end in joyous day. 

3 Still heavy is thy heart ? 

Still sink thy spirits down ? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depaj't, 
And eyeij care be gone. 

i What though thou rulost not 7 
Yet heavon, and earth, and hell 
Proclaim God sitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all thmgs well. 

6 teave to Hia sovereign sway. 
To choose and to oommand ; 
So ahalt thou, wondoring, own His way 
Uow wisc^ bow good Hia hand 1 



G Par, far above thy thought, 
His counsel Eh^ appear, 
Wlien fully He the work hath w 
That caused Uiy needless fear. 



1 Our times are in Thy hand, 

O God, we wish Uicm tliere; 
Our life, our friends, our souls we leaYa 
Entirely to Thy care. 

2 Our times are in Thy hand, 

"Whateyer they may be, 
Pleasing or painM, dirk or bright, 
Aa best may seem to Thee. 



3 Our timea are in Thy hand. 

Why should we doubt or fear 7 
A father's hand will never cause 
His child a needless tear. 



4 Our times are in Tliy hand, 
Jeaus tlio crucified ; 
The hand our many sins have pio 
Is ^low our guard and guida 



Our timofl are Jn Thy liand, 
We'll alwajs trust in Thee, 

Tin me hstvs left thia weary IkuiI, 
And all Thy glory sec 



By its cares and a 
Finds OQ earth no peace or Test : 
When the wily tempter's near, 
Filling us with doubts and fear, 
Jesua, to Thy feet we flee, 
Jesas, we will look to Thee, 

2 Thou, our Saviour, fhim. tlio throne, 
list'nest to Thy people's moan ; 
Thou, the liTii^ HeaiJ, dost share 
Erecy pang thy membora boar, 
Full of tendemeaa Thou art ; 
Thon wilt heal the broken heart ; 
FuU of power, Thine arm shall quell 
All tlia rage and might of bell 1 



w Lazarus shed, 



By tliat rich and precious blood, 
That hath made our peace with Girf 
Jesus, to Thy feet we llee ; • 

Jesus, we will ding to Thee. 

4 M^btj to redeem aud save. 
Thou haat overcome the grave ; 
Tliou the bars of death hast riven, 
Opened wide the gates of heaven ; 
Soon in dory Tiiou shalt oome. 
Tailing Thy poor pilgrims home ; 
Jesus, then we all shaJl be, 
Ever — ever — Lord, with Thee. 



1 For ever with the Lord 1 

Amen, so let it be ; 
Life from the dead is in that word, 
'Tis immortali^. 

2 Here in the hody pent, 

Absent from Him I roam. 
Tot nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer liome. 

S My Father's house on high. 
Home of my soul, how near 
At times to Faith's illumined eye 
Thj golden gates appear! 



4 My thirsty spirit fainla 
To reach Uia land I lovo, 
The blight inheritance of saint^ 
Jerusalem above. 



G Tef clouds 

And all my prospect flies; 

like Noah's dove, 1 flit between 

Rough seaa and stormy skies. 

8 Anon the clouds depart^ 

The winds and waters cease, 
While sweetly o'er ray gladdened heait 
Expands the bonr of peaca 



1 So oondenmationl my soul, 

'lis God that speaks the word; 
Perfect in comelioees art thou, 
In Christ Uiy glorious Lord. 

2 In heaven His blood for ever speak^ 

In God the Father's ear; 
Hia church, the jewels, on his hear^ 
Jeaus will ever bear.- 



B No condemiialion 1 precious mordl 
CODi^der it, my Eoul ; 
Tliy ^s were all on Jesus laid ; 
His Btripea have made tliee wliole 

4 Teach us, God, to fix our eyes 
Oq Chriaf^ the spotless Lamb, 
So shall we love Thy gracious will, 

And glorify Thy uamo 



10. 2 Cor. V. 14, IB. 7, 

1 Lord, who now art seated 

Above the hearens on Mgh, 
(The graoious work completed, 

For which Thou cam'st \o die,) 
To Thee our hearts are lilted, 

While pilgrims wandering here, 
For Thou alone ait gifted. 

Our every weight to bear. 

2 "We Imow that Thou hast bought us, 

And washed us in Thy blood ; 
We know Thy grace has brought us, 

As kings and priests to God. 
We kuow that soon the moraing, 

Long looked. £br, hfesteth near, 
When we, at Thy returnina 

In glory shall appear. 



8 Lord, Tliy love's unbounded t 

So full, so sweet, so free I 

Our tlioughts are all coafounded, 

"Whene'er we tliiok on Thee : 

For us Tliou cam'st from heaven, 

For us to bleed and die ; 

That purchased and forpven, 

We might ascend on high. 

4 Oil I let this lore constrain us 

To ^ye our hearts to Thee ; 
let nothing bencefbrth pain us, 

But that whiob paineth Thes. 
Our joy, our one endeavor, 

Throu^ saffemg, conflict, shame- 
To serve Thee, gracious Saviour, 

And magnify Tliy name 



11. Isaiali iii. 10. 

1 "What olieering words are theap ; 

Their sweetness who can tell? 
In Wrae and to eternal days, 
"Ti3 witii the righteous wbU." 

2 In every state secure. 

Kept as Jehovah's eye, 
'Tis well With them whQe life enduj 
And well when called to die. 



3 Well wlicn they see Hia (ac^ 

Or sink amidst the flood ; 

"Well in affliction's thorny mane, 

Or oa the mount willi God, 

4 'lis well wlieii joys arise, 

'Tis well when sorrawa flow, 
'lis well when, darknees leils tlif aSdea 
And sljong tcmplations grow. 



6 'Tia well when Jesus calls, 
" Prom earth and sin arise, 
To join the hosls of ransomed souls, 
Made to salyatjon ivise." 



12. Mtili. xir. 3?, 29. P 1 

1 He bids U3 come ; Hia roice wa know. 
And boldly on the waters go, 

To Him our Lord and God; 
We walk on life's tempestuous sea, 
For Ho who died to aot us freo, 

Hath callsdus by His wow, 

2 Secure from troubled waves we treiil. 
Nor all the storms around us heed, 

"Whilo to our Lord we look ; 



O'er every fierce l^mplatiou bound. 

The billowa yield a solid ground. 

The wave is Srm as rock, 

3 But if from Him wo turn our eyo, 
And see tlie raging floods run high, 

And feel our fears witliin; 
Our foes so strong, our flesh so frail, 
EeasoQ and unbelief prevail, 

And ^nk us into ein. 

4 Lord, WB our iielief confeaa, 
Our little spark of faith increase, 

Tli^ we may doubt no more ; 
But fix on Thee our steady eye, 
And on Tiiins outstretched arm rely, 

Tiil all the storm is o'er. 



1 Taiut not, avristianl Ijiough tho road 
leading to thy blest abode, 
DarltaomB be, and dangerous too — 
Christ, tliy guide, will bring tliee through, 

2 Fiuntnot, CliristlanI though in rage, 
Satan would thy soul engt^ ; 

Gird on faith's anointed shield, 
Bear it to the battle-field. 



3 Faint nol, Christian I tliough tho w 
Has ite hostile flag uufurlcd ; 
Hold the cross of Jaaus fast, 

■ Thou si " 



i Faint not, Christian 1 though witbm, 
There's a heart so prone to sin ; 
Christ the Lord is over all, 
He'll not Buffer thee to lalL 



5 Faint not, Christian I though thy God ■ 
Smite tiieo with His chastening rod ; 
Smieo He must, with fiitlier's csvre, 
That Ha may Hia love declare. 

6 F^ot not, Chriatian 1 Jesus' near. 
Soon in glory He'll appear ; 
And His love will then bestow 
Power over every fbe. . 

'. Faint not, Cliristian 1 look on liig^h. 
See the harpers in the sky ; 
Patient w^t, and thou wilt join- 
Chant with them of love divine. 



1 Ecjoioo je sflinta, rejoit* and praise 
The Weaainga of redeeming grace ; 
Jeeus, your everlasting tower, 
Moclm at tlie angry tempest'3 power. 

2 Hla lore's a rofl^ ever n^li, 

His waMliralnesa as moantaina high, 
Hla name's a rock, which winds above, 



3 While all things cliaDge, He changes not, 
He ne'er forgets, though oft foi^t; 
His love's unchaDgeably the same, 
And OS enduring as His name. 

i Rejoice, ye saints, rejoice and praise 
The blesamgs of this wondrous grace ; 
Jesus, your everlasting tower. 
Can bear unmoveii the tempest's power. 



15. J"u/« siv. 1, 2. P.M. 

1 Away with our sorrow and fear I 

Wo soon shall have entered our homo^ 
Tlie city of saints shall appear, 
The day of otflrni^y come. 



Prom eartli we shall quioitiy remoTC, 
To dwell in a iiatiTe abode, 

In mansions of glory above, 
Prepared of our Father and God. 

i Ah I wlio upon earth, can coneeivo 

The biias that in heayen they'll ahaie, 
And who this dark world wduld cot leave 

And cheerfully seek to be ttiere, 
Where Christ is the light and the sun, 

And we by reSectiou shall shiue, 
With Him everlastingly one, 

And bright in efliilgence divine. 

3 'Tia good at Thy word to be here, 

'3& better in Thee to be gone, 
And see Thee in glory appeal', 

And rise to a share in Thy throne. 
All tears will be wiped from oar eyes, 

When Thee we behold in the olond, 
And echo tlie joys of the akiea 

And Bliout to Iho trumpet of God, 



1 AH that I was, mj ain, my guilt, 
My death, was all my own ; 
All that I om, I owe to Thee, 
M/ gradoua God ^oue. 



2 Tiie evil of my former state 
Was mine, ami only mine ; 
The good fn whicli I now rejoicB 
Is Thiue, and on^ Thine. 

J Tlie darkness of "rcj former stale, 



1 Tny grace first made m 



C All tliat I am e'en here on earth, 
AJl that I hope to be, 
Wlien Jesus comes, and glory dawns, 
I owe it, lord, to Thee. 



We'll sing of Chrlsl, no matter w 
Should disapprove tlie theme : 

When He ia proeioua to our view, 
Wo can't but ang of Him. 



S And He ia presious in llio sight 
Of all who know His voice; 
'Twaa He who brougiit Uiem to tlie liglil, 
And taught lliem to rejoice. 

3 'Tls He who cheers them Ijy His smile. 

And guards them by His power ; 
"Who keeps Uiem safe from force and guile, 
In eveiy trying Lour. , 

4 'Tis He who.wil] conduct them iiome, 

Beyond the reach of ill : 
Where all Ihe ransomed people come, 
Where saints for ever dwell. 

G Tlien let Hia people mako their boast 
Of Him and Him alone, 
Who came from heaven to save tho lost; 
The praise be His alone. 



1 When we cannot sea our way. 
Let us trust, and still obey ; 
He who bids us forward go, 
Cannot fail tlie way to show. 



2 Thougli tie sea ba deep and widtv 
Though, a passage aeem deniei?. ; 
Jfearleas let ug slill proceed, 
Since tlie Lord voucbsafea to lead. 



S Thoiigl! It seems the gloom of niglil, 
Though, we aoo no ray of light ; 
Slaeo the Lord Himself ia tiiere, 
'Tia not meet that "mo should fear. 



4 Night with Him ia neyer night, 
Where He is, there all is Ught ; 
When He calls as, why delay? _ 
They are happy who obey, 

B Be it ours, then, while wo'fe here. 
Him to follow without Ifear I 
Where He calls us, there to go, 
Wliat Ho bids ua, that to do. 



2 "A littla while," He'll oonie again; 
Let 'J3 tha precious hours redeem; 
Our only grief to ^ve Him pain, 
Our joy to serve and follow Him. 

3 "AliUle while," 'twill soon be past; 
Why should we shun iJie prarcised cross 
Oh 1 let us in His footsteps haste, 
Coaating for Him all else but loss. 

i " AlittlewhiIe,"eoJne, SaT]ou^,eome; 
For Thee Thy bride lias tarried long; 
Take Thy poor wearied pilgrima home, 
To sing tti© new eternal song. 



20. Mail. ■K.vhi. 20. B,1, 4, 

1 In Th5f name, Lorfl, assembling, 

"We, Thy people, now draw near; 
Teach us to rejoice with trembling ; 

Speak and let Thy servants hear, 
Hear with medmess. 
Hear Thy word with godly fear, 

2 WhQe our days on eaith are len^ened, 

May we give them. Lord, to Thco, 
Cheered by hope, and daily strongthenecl, 

May we run, nor weary be; 
'Till Thy ghty, 
Withovit clouds in heayoa wo sm. 
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3 Tlien in worship, purer, Bweetoi", 
Tliee Thy people aliall adore, 
Tasting of enjoyment greater 
Far than tliouglit conceived boRira 
Fuil eDjojment, 
Full, unmixod, and e' 



1 Ohi haste away, my brethren dear, 

And come to Canaan's shore ; 

We'll meet £uid sing for ever tliere, 

When aU our toils are o'er. 

Oh 1 that will be joyfuJ, joyfti!, JojlH 

Ohl that will be joyM, 

To meet to part no mor^ 

To meet to part no more, 

On Canaan's happy shore ; 
And there sing hallelujah 
"With the friends tiiat ha.Te gone hefore. 

i How aweet to hear the hallowed thorao 
That eaints sliall ever sing ; 
To bear tlieir voices all procMm 
" Salvation to the King." 



Ohl that will he, etc 



S Around His tlirone, iJl ^ilothcd in n 

W[ll all Hia saints appoar; 

And, shining in His glory brighl. 

Will Bee our Saviour there. 

Oil I that will bo, etc 



4 Through hcaren the stouts of angels ri 
When sons to Giod are bora : 
Oh I what a company will sing- 
On the luillcmiial mom. 



Oh t tlint will be, etc 



Oh ! tliat will be, etc. 



1 The oliurch has waited long 
Her absent Lord to see ; 
And atiU in loneliness she walla — 
" 33 straager she. 



igo ator flga has gone, 


Suii after sun lias aet^ 


AM still in 


1 weeds of widowhood 



Come, tiieo, Lord Jesna, comel 



2 Saiat after BHint on earth, 

Haa lived, and loved, audi died; 
And sa thej left ns, one hy one, 

We laid them aide by side: 
We laid thorn down to sleep, 

Bat not in hopo forlorn; 
Wo laid them but to ripen there 

Till Uie Jflat glorious morn. 

Comei tlien, Lord Jesu^ como 



3 The aorpent's brood increaw, 

The powers of hell grow hold, 
Tlie conflict thickens, lUth is low, 

And love ia waxing cold. 
How long, Lord onr God, 

Holy, and true, and good. 
Wilt thon not judge Tiiy safferii^ church, 

Her sighs, and tears, and blood 2 

Come, then, Lord Jesus, comel 



I Wo long to lionr Tliy voice, 

To ace Thee face to laoe, 
To sliare Thy crown and glory then, 

A3 now we share Thy grace. 
Sljould not the loving bride 

The absent bndegroom mourn? 
Should she not wear the weeds of grief 

tfDlJl her Lord return? 

Come, then, Lord Jesus, come 1 



5 The whole creation groans. 

And wails to hear that voice 
That ahail restore her comeliness. 

And make het wastes rejoice. 
Come, Lord, and wipe away 

The curse, the sin, the stain. 
And make this Wighled world of oi 

Thine own Mr world l^am. 

Come, Oion, Lord Jesus, come I 



1 holy Saviour 1 Friend unseen I 
Since on thy arm thou bid'st us lean 
Help na throughout life's changing si 
By faith W cling to Tiiee. 



S Blest wiUi tliia Tcllowsliip divine, 
Take wliat Thou wilt, we'll not repmo 
I'or, as the braoehes to the vine. 
We only cling to Thee. 



3 Though far from home, fatiguec!, oppves^ 
Here we have found 3, place of rest ; 
As csUea still, yet not uublest, 
Because we cKng to Thee. 



i What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and hopes remove. 
With patient, uncomplaining love, 
Still can we diag to Tliee, 



, S Tiiougli oft we seem to tread alone 
Life's dreary waste with thorns o'ei^rown, 
Thy voice of love, in. gentlest tone. 
Whispers, " Still elmg to Me 1" 



6 Though fdth and hope are often tried, 
We aak not, need not, aught besides 
So safe, so calm, so Gatisflod 

The Boula tliat cling to Thee. 



I Tlie.y ftar not Saf an, uor tlio grave, 
They know Tlieo near, aid strong to aavi 
Willi Thee all danger thoy can bravo, 
Bocauae thy cling to Thee. 

8 Blest is our lot, wliate'er borull ; 
Who can affright, or who appal ; 
Since as ow EtrengUi, our Bock, our all, 
Jeaua, wo iling ki Thee? 



1 Eat worldly minds the world puravie ; 

Whatereitaeiiarmstome? 

Once I admired its trifles too. 

But grace lias set me tiee. 

2 Its pleasures now no longer please, 

Ho more content aflbcd ; 
Far from my heart be joya like these, 
Now I liave seen the Lord. 

3 As by the light of opening day 

The stars are all concealed. 

So earthly pleasui^s iade away 

■Wien Jesus is rerealed 



( Creatures no more divide my elioioe, 
I bid yon all dep^ ; 
His name, and lave, and gi'acious won 
Have fixed my roving lieart. 



le QoS, for ever blest, 
And gloriona be Hia name 1 
His Son He gave, out souls to save 
From everlasting slmmo, 

2 Had I ii-om sackcloth, and in dust 

Cflsl mjaelf haoibly down, 
Cuvuiud my miserable bead 
With ashes for a crown, 

3 TliiB coald not aave me from Uie cutbo, 

Nor end the endless paio, 
Sor quench the fire, nor ease the hearl^ 
Hor wipe away one stain. 

4 Th' Eternal Life His lile laid down, 

Sucli was the ■wondrous plan, 
And God, the blessed God, was made 
A curse for cursed man. 



6 Our fleali He took, our sins Ho bor^ 
Himself for us He gave ; 
Hia woes were ours, and we witlx Him 
Were buried in ouo grave. 



S Witli Him wo rose, witli Him we Ui 
"Witll Hitn we ait above, 
■With Him for evev we shall aliare 
The Father's boundless love. 



Bleas, thea, Jehovali'a blessed name, 
And blesa our blessed King ; 



And Bonga of gl 



1 I heard tlio voice of Jeaua Bay, 

Come unto me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast. 
I came to Jesua Bs I waa, 

Weary, and worn, and sad, 
I found in Him a resting-place, 

And Ho haa made mo glad. 
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2 I beaii the voice of Jesug say, 

Behold, I freeljr ^ye 
The liring water; thiratyone, 

Sloop dnwa and drink and live. 
I cams to Jcaua, and I drank 

Of that hfe-giving atroara ; 
My thirst was queaohed, my soul revived, 

And now I live ia Hiin. 

3 I heard t\iS voice of Jesns Bay, 

I am this dark world's light. 
Look unto tne, thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bnght. 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In Him my Biai, my Sim; 
And in Oiat light of liib I'll walk, 
■■■ Till travelluig days are dona 



1 Lord Jesus, are tvo ono with Thee 7 
Oh I height, iih I depth of love ! 
With Thee we died upon the tree, 
In Theo we live alxiTO. 

■ S Such was Thy grace that for our sake 
Thou didst from heaven come down, 
Our mortal iiesli and blood parlaie, 
In all our miseiy one. 



■ Our eina, our guilty in. lovs diviae, 
Were borne oa cartk by Thee ; 
Tiio gaJ], the curse, the wrath were Thiiio, 
To set Thy members Iree, 



a with us Thou j 



5 Soon, soon shall coma that glorious day 
"Wlion, Beatcd on Thy throne, 
Thou ahalt to wond'i'ing worlds display 
That Thou witk ua art one. 



2S. Prov. xiv. 33. 

1 Ah 1 1 shsU aoon bo dying-, 

Time swiftly glides nway ; 
But, 00 my loci relying, 

I hail the happy day ; 
The day when I shall enter 

Upon a world unknown. 
My helpless soul I venture 

On Jeai^ Christ alone^ 
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3 %ODce, a spotless victim, 

Upon Moaat Calvary bled ; 
Jehorab. d[d afflict Him 

And bruise Him in my st«iid 
Hence all my hope arises, 

Unworthy as I am ; 
My Boiil most surely prices 

The ^-atoning Lamb. 



'd Soon, TOith the sainta in glory, 

The grateful aong I'll raise. 
And olmot my blissful story 

In high seraphic lays. 
Free grace, redeeming merit. 

And sancli^ag love 
Of Father, Son,' and Spirit, 

I'll sing in realms above. 



29. Fhitiit. L 21. T 

1 Bejoice for a brother deceased. 

Our losa ia Lis infinite gain ; 
A soul out of priaoa released, 

And ti-eed fnjm its bodUy chain. 
With songs let us follow his flighl\ 

And mount with bia spirit above, 
Escaped ta the mansions of light. 

And lodged in the Eden of love. 
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2 Our brother the haven hatli gained, 

Out-fljing the tempest aud wind ; 
His rest he hath Booaer obtained, 

Acd left im companions behind, 
Still tossed on a ses: of distress. 

Hard, toiling to make ttie blest shorty 
Where all is assurance acd peace, 

And sorrow and sin are no more. 



a tEhere all the ship's company meet, 

Who sailed with the Saviour heneath, 
"Wiih sEiouticg each other they greets 

And triumph o'er trouble and death. 
The voyage of life's at an end, 

The mortal aMctJon is past ; 
The age that in heaven they spend 

For ever and over sliall last 



SO. liev. siv. 13, 

1 How bleat is our sister, Tioreft 

Of all that could burden Ler mil 
How easy the soul tbat has leit. 

This wearisome body beliindi 
Of evil incapable thou 

Whose relics witi envy I see ; 
So longer in misery now. 

No longer a sinner like me. 
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3 This earth is affected no more 

With aidtcess, or sliaken with jwun ; 
The war in the members is o'er, 

And aever shall vex her again. 
ETo anger henceforward, or shame, 

Shall redden thia innocent clay ; 
Extinct ia the animal flame, 

And passion is vanquished awa;. 



I rhiala 

Its thinking and aching are o'er ; 
Eiia quiet, immovahlo hreast 

3a heaved bj affliction no mote : 
This heart ia no longer the seat 

Of trouble and torturing pain ; 
It ceases to f utter and beat, 

It nerer shall flutter again: 

I the lids ahc so acldom could clos^ 

By Borrow forbidden to sleep, 
Sealed up io their mortal repoao. 

Have strangelj fbrgotten to weep; 
The fountains can jield no supplies. 

These hollows from water are free ; 
The tears are all wiped from these eyes, 

And evil they never shail see. 

0. WEStBT. 



31, Earn. viii. 31, 

1 laGodfoi'iCB! Tvtiatisit 

That maa caudo to me ? 
Oft as my God I Tisit^ 

All woes give way and Bee. 
If God be my salvation. 

My refiige in tUstress, 
What earthly tribulation 

Can shalce mj sWad&at peace f 



2 The groimd of my professioi 

Is Jesus and His blood ; 
He gives mo the possesBion. 

Of everlaating good. 
In me, and in my doing, 

Is nothing on this eartli; 
"Wiiat Jesua is bestowing 

Alone is truly worth. 



S Tor me tliore is provided 

A city fair and new ; 
To it I shall be guided — 

Jerusalem tha true I 
My portion there is lyir^, 

A destined Canaan— lotj 
Thongh I am daily dying, 

U; Canaan withers diA 



1 My heart witiiin me leapeth, 

And cannot down be cast ; 
In sunshine briglit-it keepetb, 

A iiBser-ending feast 
The BIB. which, smiling, lights i 

Is Jeeos Chciat alone ; 
And what to sing invites me, 

Is heayen on earth begun. 



32. 2 Mngs iv. 26. P.M. 

1 Through the lava of God our Saviour, 

All will be well ; 
Free and changeless is His favoiu', 

All, all is welL 
Precious is the blood that healed ua; 
Perfect ia the grace that sealed us, 
Strong Hie hand strelched out to shield u^ 

All must be wall. 



3 Though we pass through tribulation, 
All will bo well ; 
Out's is such a full salvation, 

Ail, all is well 
Happy, sljll to God conBdiug, 
Fmittiil, if in Christ abiding. 
Holy, through the Spmt'a guiding, 
AIL must be we^ 
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3 We espect a liiiglit to-morrow, 

All will to well; 
Fttitli can sing tJirougli claja of b< 

All, all is well. 
Oa onr JCather's love relying, 
JeauH eveiy need aupplyingi 
Or in livli:^ or in dying, 

All must lio wan. 



hon waves of sorrow round me 
My aoul ia not dismayed; 
hear e. voice 1 know full well, 
" 'Tia I, be not afraid." 



2 "Wlien blade the threat'ning clouds appeal 
And storms my path invade, 
Tliat voice shall tranqullize caoli foar, 
'■■'TisI, bo cot afraid." 



i There is a gulf tliat must becr< 
Saviour [ ho near to aid ; 
Whisper, when ray frail bark ia 
'"lis I, bs not afraid.'' 



i inters is & dark and fear&l vale, 
Death bides within its Etiade ; 
Oh I say, w^cn Seeii and hearts shall ikU, 
"TisI, be jiotaG'aid," 



1 Let me be witli Thee where Thou art. 
My Saviour, my etera^ rest ; 

Then only will tliia loc^tig heart 
Be flilly and for ever blest. 

2 Let me be wifii Thee where Thou ari, 
Thy unveiled glory to behold; 

Then only will thia watiil'rliig heart 
Cease to be false to Thoo, and cold. 

3 Let me be with Thee ivhero Thou art, 
Where spotless saints Thy name adore ; 
Then only will this siaful heart 

Se evil and defiled no more. 

i Let me be witli Thoe where Thou ait 
"Where none can die, wbera none removft 
There neither death nor life wiE part 
Ms from Thy presence and Thy loye. 



1 Mj" 3od, my Fatlier, wliile I stray, 
I'ar from mj home, on life's rough woj 
Oh 1 teaoh me from my heart to fay, 

" Thy will be done." 

2 If Iboa should'st cah me h> re^gn 
What most I prize, — it ne'er was mine ; 
I only yield Thee what was Thine; — 

" Thy will be done." 



3 E'en if again I ne'er ahoultl see 
The friend more dear than life to me, 
Ere long wo both shall be with Thee ;- 
" Thy ■will he done." 

4- Should pining sickneSB waste away 
My life in preraatiire decay, 
My Father, still I strive to say, 

" Thy will be done." 



S If but my feinting' heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spuit for its gueel^ 
My God, lo Thee t leave the rest, — 
"Tiiy will be done." 



e Renew mj wiL from day to (lay, 
Bleiicl it wiHi Thino, and take away 
All tliat now maliea it liard to aaj, 
" Thj will be done." 

1 Tlien wlien on earth I breathe no more, 
The prayer oft mixaii with, tears before, 
I'll sing upon a happier ghore, 

" Tliy will be done." 



1 When I hy faith the Saviour's death 
Belinld, and know Him mine, 
Sweetly my rising hours advance, 
And peaeefiilly decline. 

3 I can not doubt his bounteous love, 
So full, sa tree, eo kind; 
To His unerring-, graeioua will 
Be ev'ry wl^ reaigued. 

S Good when he gives, supremely good, 
Sot less when ha denies; 
AlBiotiona from His gracious hand, 
Are blessings in disguise. 



4 InMribea ia Thy fak book of life, 
Oh I may I read niy Bsma 1 
There let it fill some humble place, 
Beneath tlio slaugliterel Lamb I 



37. See. V. 12. 

1 Glory to God on Mg-h I 
Let heaT'n and earth reply, 

liaise ye Hia name; 
His love and grace adote, 
Who all our Borrows bore ; 
Sing aloud evermore, 

" Worthy tlie Lamb 1" 



a Jesus, our Lord and God, 
Bore an's tremendoos load; 

Praise ye His aame : 
Tell TThat Hia aim hath done, 
What spoils from death He won 
Smg Hia great name alone ; 

" Worthy the Lamb I" 



3 Join, all ye ransomed raee^ 

Our Lord and God to bless; 

Pra!so ye His name ; 



In him we wUl r^oice, 
And make a cheerful noise, 
Siiouting with heart and voice, 
" Worthy the Lamb I" 



To Him out songs we bring, 
Hail Him our gradona King, 
And withont ceasing Bing, 

"Worthy the Lambl" 

6 Lot all the liosts shore 
Join in one song of lore, ' 

Praising His name; 
To Him ascribed b^ 
Honour and majes^, 
TiuDOgh all eternity : 

"Worthy the Lamb !" 



I Stand np and bleSB the Lord, 
Te people of His choice; 
Stand up and Mesa the Lord your Glod, 
With haxct Hud soul and Toice. 



2 Thodgli high above all praiae, 
Above all bleeaing high, 
Who would not fear His holy a 
And laal and m — ""~ " 



3 Ob! for the living flame, 

From Hia own altar brought, 
To louoh our lipa, our minds inspire^ 
And wing b> heaven our thought I 



S Stand up and tlesa tho Lord, 
The Lord your God adore ; 
Stand up and blesa His glorious 
HonceTortii for er 



1 Awalta ye saints, and raiso your eyes, 
And lift your voices high ; 
Bstol the sovereign love that shews 
Our full redemjitioa nigb. 



2 Faat on the wings of time it flies, 
Its coming nought can stay : 
It epeeda with each revolving year, 
"With each dceliuiDg day. 



4 Then let the wheola of nature roll 
Tet onward to decay : 
Ifp loi^ to hail the rising sun, 
Ihat brings Ui'oteriia! day. 



40. 1 John iv. 19. Douhla CM. 

1 We lov^ Thee, Lord, TiGcauae when we 

Had erred and gone astray, 
Thou didct recall our wand'rmg soola 

Into the homeward way. 
When helpless, hopeless, we were lost 

In sin and sorrow's nighti 
T)ion did'st send forth n gilding ray 

Of Thy ben^oant light 
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a Beoauao wioii wc forsook Thy wayf^ 

Kor kept Thj holy will, 
Thou wert not an. aveoging Judge, 

But a gracioiis Father etiil. 
Because we have foi^t Thee, Lord, 

But Thou haat not foi^t,— 
Because we have forsaken Thee, 

But Thou foraakeat not. 

8 Beeatise, Lord, Thou lovedat us 

With orertaiSlJng love ; 
Because Thou gay'st Thy Son to die, 

That we might live aiMve ; 
Because when we were heirs of wralh, 

Thou gav'st the liopea of heaven ; 
We love because we much have mnned, 

And much have been foi^ven. 



1 Thou, the contrile sinner's Friend! 
IVTio loving, lov'st them to the end, 
Oa this alone ray hopes depend, 

That Thon wilt plead for me. 

2 When weary iu the Christian race, 
Far off appears my resting place. 
And, femtir^, I mialrust Thy grvx. 

Then, Saviour, plead for me. 



3 When I have erred and gone aatray, 

Afar from tliiae and wisdom's way, 

And see no glimm'ring, guioing ray, 

Still, Saviour, plead fbr me. 



i "Wieii Satan, by my sins made bold, 
SWivea from Thy cross to loose my hold, 
Tliea with Thy pitying arms enfold, 
And plead, ohi plead ibr me. 



5 And when my ilying hour draws near. 
Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear, 
Then to my fainting sight appear, 

Pleading in heaven for me. 

6 When ttie Ml light of heavenly day, ■ 
Eeveals my an in dread array, 

Say Thou hast washed them all away,— 
Oh I say Thou plead'st fbr me 1 



42. Bom. V. I. P.M: 

1 I thought upon my sins, and I was sad. 

My soul was tronhlod sore and filled 

with pain ; 

But then I thought on Jesus and whs glad. 

My heavy grief was turned tc joy again- 



1 I thouglit upon tha law, the &evy law, 
Holy, and Just, aod good in its decree, 
I looked lo Jesus, and in Him I saw 
That law MflUed, its curse endured 



S I thouglit I saw sii aagry, flowuing God, 

Sittii^ as judge upon tlio great while 

throne ] 

My soul was overwhelmed, — tlien Jesus 

shewed 

His gracious Eice, and all my dread 

4 I.saw my pad estate, condemned to die ; 
Then terror seized my heart and dark 
deapair; 
But when to CalTBry I torncd my eye, 
I saw the cross, and read forgiveneis 



Sprinkled all o'er t. 
blood, 

Will I abide, and never wander more, 
Walking along in fellowsliip witii God. 



1 My sina areiblotted outj 
Since Jesiia died for me; 
My timea are in a Father's Iiaiid, 
My steps in His deoreo. 



" Jesiia IE. heaven appears, 
For me to intercede ; 
And countless benefits proclMm, 
. " The Lord is risen indoeii." 



3 A little chUd is free 

Of oarefulneaa and guile, 
Bests in a mother's guardian Iot% 
And waits a fatiier's smile, 

i Father of spirits, hoar, 

Make me this little child; 

Uay I delight myself in Thee, 

iBy 110 mistrust defil»i 



44. Bet!, xxii. 11-20. S.M. 

1 The Spirit in our hearts 

Is whispering, Smner; como 1 
The bride, the Church of Christ proclaiia 
To all Hia obildren, come. 



? Let him that hearetli, say 
To all about him, Come I 
Let Mm that tliirsCs Ibr righteousness 
To Christy the fountain, come I 



,( Yes 1 whosoever will, 

Oh J let him fVeely come, 
And freely drink the stream of life; 
'Tia Jesus bids him Come ; 



4 Lol Jesus, who invites, 

DeeiBna, "'I quiokly come;" 

loni, even sol I wait Thy hour* 

.l^us, ID J Saviour, come I 



1 Hope of our bearta, Lord, appear, 
Thou glorious star of daj ; " 
BLiine fbSh and chase the dreary niglit, 
With all our teats, away 1 



n earth, we vr^t for Thoe j 
Oh I leave the Father's throne ; 
Come with a shout of victory, ijord, 
And claim us 83 Thy own. 

3 Oh 1 bid the bright archangel now, 
The tramp of God prepare, 
To call Thy saints — the quick, the dead 
To meet Thee in the air. 



I Ko resting-place we seek on earth. 
No loveliness wa see ; 
Our eye is on the royal orawn 
Prepared for as and Tiiee. 

S Bv.t, dearest Lord, however iKight 

That orowo of joy above, 

What is it tK) the bi%Uter hope 

Of dwell-Dg in Thy lore t 



< What to tha joy, Iha deeper joy, 

Unminglaii, pure, acd free. 

Of union with our living Head, 

Of fallowsliip witli Tliee t 

7 TliiB joy e'en, now on earth ia onrs- 

But only lord, above. 
Our lieart without a pang shall kuow 
Tho fulueas of Thy love. 

8 There, near Thy heartj upon the throuo, 

Miy ransomed bride shall see 
What grace was in the bleeding Lamb 
Who died to make her free. 



1 Spirit Divine 1 attend our prayer, 
And make this bouse Thy home ; 
Deaoenii with oil Thy gracious power 
OJil come, Great SpMt, comel 

3 Come aa the light ; to us reveal 
Our emptiness and woe ; 
And lead us in those paths of li& 
Where all tlie righteous ga 



3 Come as tlie Gre, imd purge 01 

Like B30iiHiAal flame ; 

lel our Thole eouls im offerin 



I Coma aa tlis dew, and sweetly bl 
This consecrated hour ; 
May barroQ minds ba taught to c 
Thy fertUMng power. 



S Come aa the doyo, and spread Tliy wju{ 
The wings of peaceful love ; 
And let the Church on earth become 
Bleat as the Church above. 



■ I Ow. iii. 23. C-lt 

nine, then present things 



a If He is mine, then Jrom His loyo 
He every trouble sends i 
Ail things are working for my good, 
And bl^B His rod attends. 



B If He is mine, I ueed not fear 
Tie rage of eait!i and lieli.; 
He will support my feeble ptflrer, 
Their utmost foree repel 



i If He ia mine, let fl-Iends forsake^ 

Let wealth and honor floe ; 

Sure Ho who giveth me Ilimaelf 

la more than these to me. 

6 If H9 ia mine, I'll holdly psss 

Through death's tremendoua vole; 



B Oh I tell me, Lord, that Tliou art mii 
What can I wish bedde ?■ 
Mj- aoul shall at the fbuntain live, 
"When all the streams are dried. 



1 Sing we the aong of thoso who stand 
Around the eternal throne, 
Of evoty kindred, elimo, acd lani 
A mulKtade unknown. 



2 Life's poor dlstiuctiiHis vanish liere; 

To-day. tiie young, llie old, 

Our Saviour and HIa flock appear, 

One Sbepherd and one Md. 



a Toil, trial, suffering still await 
On earth the pilgrim throng ; 
Tet learn we in our low estate. 
The Church tiiumphant's Eong. 



i Worthy the Iismb fbr dnners slain, 
Cry the redeetued above, 
Blessing and honor ta obt^ 
And everlasting love. 



G Worthy till) Iamb, on earth we sing. 
Who died our eouls to save. 
Henceforth, Death I where ia thy stiiig J 
. Thy victory, GratoJ 



S Then hallelujah 1 power and prMBB 
To God in Christ be given ; 
May all who now this anthem rf^s. 
Renew tiw strniu In heaven. 



I A pilgrim tlirongli this lonely world, 
The Messed Sayiour passeci : 



3 That tender heart that felt for nil, 
Por all its lifo-blood gave; 
It fbuDd on earth no reating-place, 
Save only in the gravo. 

? Such was our Lord: and shall we fe 
The cross, with all its scorn ? 
Or Jove a faithless, evil world, 
That wreaWiod His broiv with tlioi 



I So, Ihoing all its fVowiia or smilea 
Lil^e Him, obedient still, 
Wo homeward press tlirough slOrm oi 



'to Zion'a bloased hill. 



1 Oue prayer I bave, all prnyera in onn, 

Wlien I am wholly Thine, 
Tli3f will, my God, Thy will be done, 
And let that will be mine. 

2 All-wise, Almlghly, and All-good, 

In Thee I firmly trust ; 
Tliy ways, unknown or underabood. 
Are merdful and just. 

3 May I remember, that to Thee, 

Whate'er I have I owe ; 

And back in graUtade Irom me, 

May ell Thy bonnties flow. 

4 Thy gifts are only then enjoyed, 

When uaed as talents lent; 

Those talents only well employed 

When hi Thy service spent 

6 And tho-igh Thy wisdom takes away, 
Shftll I arraign Thy will 7 
No, let me bless Thy name, and say, 
"The Lord ia graeious atilL" 



S A pilgrim through the earth I roam, 
Of nothing lon^ possessed ; 
And all must fail when I go liome, 
For this ja not nij rest 



7 "Writo but mj name upon the roll 
Of Tliy redeemed above ; 
Then, iieart and mind and Btreugth and 
I'U love Theo for Thy love. [soul, 



1 I was a wandering sheep, 

I did not love the fold ; 
I did not love my Shepherd's voice, 
I would not be controlled. 

2 I was a wayward ebild, 

I did not love my homo; 
I did not love my Fadier'a roice, 
I loved afar to roaio. 

3 The Shepherd sought Wis eheep, 

The Father sought His child; 

They Billowed mo o'er vale and bil^ 

tf er deserlj waste, and wild. 



1 Tbe7 found me nigh to death, 
Famishsd, and Silnt, and lone ; 
Tliey bound me with tlie bands of lovf^ 
They saved tlie wandering one. 

G They washed my Dlth away, 
Tlicy made ma clean and Mr ; 
They tarouglit ma b) my home in peace, 
i'ho long-sought wanderer ! 

6 Jeans niy Shepherd ia, 

'Twas He that lovad my soul, 
'Twas He that washed mo in His Woocl, 
- 'Twa3 He that made me whole. 

I 'Twas He that sought the lost, 

That found the wandering sheep ; 
Twas He that broijfiht me to the fold, 
"lia He that still doth keep. 



I would not be controlled ; 
But now I love the Shepherd's voice, 
I love, I love the fold 1 

I was a wayvFard chad, 

1 once preferred to roam ; 
But now I lova my Father's voic^ 

1 Iwe, I love Hk home 1 



53, Rom. viii. 12. T, T, i. 

t Wlieu I listan to Thy word, 
In Tliy lempla cold and dead ; 
Wlieo I cannot see Tllee, Lord, 
AJl faith's little daylight fled, 

Sun of glory, 
Beam agsia arouud 1117 Lead. 

2 When Thy statutes I forsake. 

When my graces dunly shine, 
When Thy covenant I break, 
Jesus, then remember Thine ; 

Cliecfc my waniJeriiigs, 
By s, look of lore divine. 

3 When Thy hea,venly dew distOa, 

And my views, O Lord, are clear, 
Clear and bright from Zion's bills. 
Temper joys with holy fear; 
Keep me watchful, 
Safe alone when I'hou art near. 

i When afflictions cloud rny sky, 
When the tide of sorrow Bow^ 
Wlieii Thy rod is lifted high. 
Let; me on lliy love repose; 

Stay the rough wind, 
When Thy cliilling e&rt wind blow* 
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6 When the vale of death, appeara, 
Faint and cold (Jiis mortal clay, 
End Poremnner, soothe my leara, 
Liglit me tlirougli tlio darksome way; 

Break the sliadows, 
Ualier in eternal daj'. 



1 Welcome daya of solemn meeting I 

■Welcome days of praise and prajerl 
Bar from earthly econea retreating, 
In your bleaaings we would share, — 

Sacred seasooa. 
In your MeadngB we wiDuld sliare. 

2 Be Thou near u3, Wessed Saviour, 

Still at mom and eve the same ; 
Give us feith that cannot waver ; 
Kiudle in U3 heaven's own flame, — 

Blessed Saviour, 
Kindle in us heaven's own flame. 

E "When the fervent prayer is glowing, 
Holy Spirit hear that prayer; 
When the song of praise is flowing, 
let that song Thioe impress hear,— 

Holy Spirit, 
Let that song Thine impress bear. 



1 Enrtli has engrossed my love too long, 
•Tia time I lift mine eyea 

s, dear I'alher, to Thy throne, 



2 There the bleat man, my Saviour, sits, 
TIiB God I how bright He ahlnesi 
And scatters itifinite delights 
Oa comitlesa happy minds. 



3 Seraplia witii elevated strains. 
Compass the throne around ; 
And move and charm the alarry -plsk 
With an immortal sound. 



i Jesus, tlie IJord, their harps empioja; 
Jesus, my God, tbey singl 
Jesua, the lire of both our joy^ 
Soimd sweet from ev'ry strii^, 

6 Now let mo mount and join their song. 
And be an angel too ; 
My hearty my ear, my hand, my tongue,— 
Here's joj-ful work for jou. 



6 I would begin the miisic liere, 
And so ray soul shoulii rise : 
Oil J for' some heav'Qly notes to bear 
My praises to tlie skies I 

I Tbere je that love my SaTionr, at, 
There I would fain have place, 
Among your thrones, or nt your feet, 



55. Fsalin cslviii. 14. 

1 Nearer, my God, to Tliee, — 
Nearer to Thee 1 
B'an tliough iC be a cross 

That raiseth me ; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Hearer to Tliee 1 



a Though Kke a wanderer, 

The sun gone down, 
Darkness comes over me, 

My rest a stone, 
Tet in my dreams I'd be 
Jiearer, my God, to Thee, — 
Nearer to Tliec I 



B There lei ciy way appear 

All that Thou sendest me 

la mercy giv'n; 
Angela to boekoa me 
Neater, my God, to Tliee, — 
Nearer to Thee 1 

1 Then -with my waking thoughts 

Bright with Thy praiw 
Out of my stoay griela 

Bethel I'll raise; 
So by my woes to bo 
Kearor, my God, to Thee, — 
Nearer to Thee 1 

i And when on joyM wing, 

Oleaviug the sky; 
Sun, moon, and stiu's Ibrgot, 

Upward I fly ; 
Stm all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, — 
Nearer to Thoo I 



1 There is an hour when I must part 
Wi ih all! hold most dear ; 
And lii^, with its best hopes, wiU Ibei 
Aa nothingness appear. 



3 Tliore is an hour -wlien I muat 
liefore the judgment-seat ; 
And all my sins, and all ray fo 
la awful yision meet. 



5 Saviour, then, in all my m 



i 11711611, the spark of life is waning, 
Weep not for me; 
When tho languid eye is atrainina 
Weep not for me. 



Wlion the feuble pulso is ceiiaiig, 
Stnrt'not at its swift decreasing, 
'Tin the fettered soul's releasing ; 
"Weopnot fprme. 

3 "WhentJiB panga of death assail me, 
Weep not for me; 
Christ is mine,— Ue cannot fail roe,— 

Weep not for ma 
Tes I though sin and doubt endeavor 
From His love my soul to sever, 
JcEus is my strength for ever ; — 
Weep not for me. 



58. 2 Tim. iv, G. T.U 

1 I'm going to leave all my Badness, 

I'm going to ehange eartii (br heaven, 
There, there all is peace, all is gladness 

There pnreness and glory are given. 
Friends, weep not in sorrow of spirit, 

But joy that my time here is o er; 
I go the good part to inherit, 

Where sorrow and sin are no moi'e. 

2 The shadows of evening are fleemg, 

Mom breaks on the city of light; 
This moment day starts into being, 



n m J siglit. 



The Orst-born redeemed from all troubl«\ 
(Tlio Lamb tliat wsa slain in the throng,) 

Their ardor in praising redouble ; — 
Hreaks not on the esc the new soDgl 



i I'm goit^ to tell their gkd etory, 

To Bliare in their transpona of praiae, 
I'm going in garments of glory, 

My toloe to unito with tlieir lays. 
Te fetters corrupted, then leare me ; 

Thou body of sin, droop and die ; 
Pains of earth, oease ye ever to grieve me. 

From jou 'tis for ever 1 fly. 



1 Co not I love Theo ? my Lord, 

Behold my heart, and see I 

And east each hatod idol down, 

That dares to rival Thee. 



3 Do not I love Thee fVom tnysonlT 

Then let ma notliing love ; 

Dead be my heart to eveiy joy, 

When Josua omnot moTft 



■4 Thou koow'at I love Thee, graeioua lord 
But oh I I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortsl joya. 
And loam to Iots Thee more I 

DO&S&IDQII, 



60. J^od. siv. 16. P.M. 

1 Press forward and fear not; tho bUlow? 

may roll, 

But the power of JesttB tbeir rage can 

control ; 
ThOQgh waves rise in auger, their tumults 

sliall cease, 
One word of His bid 



2 Press fbrwHrd and fear not; though trial, 
be nflar, 
The Lord is our refi:^;e — whom then ehaJI 
we fear? 



HJ3 stijB is our comfo:;t, our safe-guard 

His Tod; 
Then lot us be steadfast and trust in our 

God. 

3 Preea forwfttd and fear not; be strong in 

the I/ord, 
' In the power of Hia promise, the truth of 
His word; 

Through the sea and the desert oar path- 
way may tend, 

But He who liath saved us will save to 
the end. 

4 Press fbrward and fear not • well speecl 

on our waj ; 
Why should we e'er shrink from our path 

in dismay ? 
We tread but the Toad whioh our Loader 

has trod ; 
Then let us pre?s forward, aud trust ia 



I Let mnners saved give thanks and sing 
Of mercies past, of joys to come ; 
The Lord their Saviour is and king, 
The cross their hope, aud heavea their 



3 Lat sionars sayed give thanks jaid aiag^ — 
Sweet is the subjeot of tlieir song — 
Who, made the children of a king, 
Expect to sit in heaven ere long. 

3 Let anners saved ^ve tlianks and sing— 
The Lord has kept in dangers past; 
And o!i I sweet thoagttj tho Lord will 

bring 
His people safe to heaven at last. 

4. Let sinners saved give thanks and sing — 
Of Jesus sing tlirough all tlieir days ; 
In heaven their golden harps they'll string, 
And then for ever sing His pr^se. 



1 I have a home nbove, 

^rom sin and sorrow free ; 

A mansion which eternal love 

Designed and formed for mo, 

3 My Father's gracions hand 
Has built Oiia smeet abode ; 
From everlasting it was planned— 
My dweliicg-plaos wifi God, 



3 My Savionr'a preeiaus blood 
Has mode my title sure : 
He passed through deatla'a dark rag^ajf 
flood 
To malie mj rest secure. 

i Tho Comforter ia come, 

Tho oarneat haa been ^ven; 

He loada me onward to tJie homo 

Reserved for mo in heaven, 

Loved ones are gone befcre, 
Whose pilgrim days are done ; 
I sooD Ehfjl greet them on that sfaoro 
Where parlanga are unknown. 



God's ways are always i^ht; 

And perfect lovs is o'ec them all, 

Though far above our sight. 

2 Bolovatl, "itisweUl" 

Thoagh, deep and sore the smart, 
Tha Iiand that wounds knows hoiv to bind 
And heal tho broken heart. 



3 Belored, ''itiaivelll" 

Though sorrow elou(ls our way, 
'Twill only make the joy moro dear 
That ushers ia tiie day. 

i Beloved, "it ia welll" 

The path that Jesua trod, 
Though rough, and strait, and dark it he, 
Leads hoiine to heavea and Ood. 



I hear a 


voice at dawn of day, 


And tor 


ny heart it seems U> aay, 


When so 


■rrow dims liope's hiightcst ray, 




" Thero'3 reat in toaTen.'' 



2 I Iiear it at the evening tido, 
When fitful siiadowB round us glide, 
Still whiapeting gently at my side, 

" There's rest in heim 

3 E'en at noon's busy hour I hear 
The same sweat words nccost my ear 
With power to star the rising tear — 

" Tliece's rest in heavi 



4 Bleat wprdsl which tellofnanglitbnl Joy, 
Of endless rest without alloy, 
Well may they ofl oar thoughts employ — 
" There's rest in heayeu," 

6 Spirit oF life and love divins, 
Subdue my heart and make it thine^ 

That I may dwell upon as mine, 



1 Prayer is the breath of God in man, 
Eeturaiug whence it came ; 
Love is the sacred fire within. 
And prayer the rising fiame. 

% It gives the biardened spirit eaee, 
And soothes the troubled breast ; 
Yields comfort to the momniag soul, 
And to the weary reet. 

3 The prayers (ind praises of the saints, 
Like precious odors avreet, 
Ascend and spread a rich perlUme 
Around the mercy-seat 



4 Wlien God iodines the heart J> pray, 
He hatli an ear to hear; 
To Him there's music m a groan, 
And beaut/ in a tear. 

6 The humble siipplinnt can not fail 

To have his wants supplied, 

Since He for Eiiinera iolercod^ 

y/ho once for ainnars died. 

EBDDOMH 



1 Thee will I love, my atrengtli, my lower; 

Thee will I hjre, my joy, my ci'own ; 
Thee will I lore with all my power, 

Id all Thy works, and Thee alone : 
Thee will I love till sacred Sre 
Fills my whole soul with pure deelre. 

3 Ahl why did I so late Thee tnow, 
Thee lovelier than the eons of men f 
Ah ! why did I no sooner go 

To Thee, tha only ease in pain ? 
Aahamed I aigh and Inly mourn. 
That I so hite to Thee d'd turn. 



il In dartiiiese willingly 1 strayed ; 

I heard Thee, yet from Hiee I roTcd ; 
Far wide my ivandering thoughts were 
spread, 
Tliy creatures more than Thee I loved ; 
And now, if more at length. I see, 
'Tia through Thy light, and comes from 
Thee. 



I thank Thee, who hitst overthrown 

My Ibes, and healed my wounded mind ; 
I thank Thee, whose enliyening voice 
BIda my fi'eed heart in Thee rejoice. 

E Uphold me in the upward race, 
Nor suffer me again to stray ; 

Strengthen my feet with steady pace 
Still to press forward m Thy way: 

Let all my powers, with all their might 

In Thy Bole gloiy now unite. 

6 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown, 

Thee will I love, my Lord, my God, 

Thee will 1 love, beneath Thy frown, 

Or smile — Thy sceptre, or Tliy rod ; 

What though niy fle^ and heart decay, 

Thee ahall I love in endless day. 

WESLEY 



1 Look Thou with pity on a bratlicr'a EiU, 
But dwell not viilh stern aaget on his 

fault;. 
The grace of Goct alone holds thee, holds 

all; " ' 
"Were tliat withdrawn, thou too wouldst 



2 Lead back the wanderer to the Saviour's 

fold ; 
That were an action worthy of a saint; 
But not in malice let the crime be told, 
Nor publish to the world the evil taint. 

3 The Saviour saffera when His childrea 
Then is His holy naiao hy men blas- 



I Rebuke Ihe sin, bat yet in love rebuke, 
Peel as one member in another's pain ; 
Wean back the soul that His fair path 

forsook, 
4nil mighty ao'l eternal is the gain. 



68. Fsalm csLs:. 105. O.M. 

1 Would'st thou be wise aad know the 
Lord? 
Woald'st tlion believe aright 7 
Make tlia blest volume of His word. 
Thy rule, thy guide, thy light. 

S Here i3 the spring where waters flow, 
To quench our heat of Bin ; 
Here is the tree where truth doth grow, 
To lead our lives therein, 

3 Here is the Judge tliat stints the strife, 

When men's darioas fail; 
Hero is the bread that faeda the life 
Which deatii can not assail 

4 The tidings of salvation dear 

Coma to our ears from hence; 

The fortress of our &ith is here. 

Our shield, and our flefeoie. 

5 Bead not this book in. any oass 

But with a single eye ; 
Eead not but flrst desire God's grace 
To undeisland thereby. 



6 Pray still in tiiith with, this respeoti 
To fruotifytlierein; 
That knowledge may bring this effect 
To mortify tliy sin. 

1 Then happy tbou in all thy life. 
TVliatso b> thee befalla ; 
Tea 1 doubly happy shalt thou be. 
"When God by death thee calls. 

GBESSOr. 



68. n^s iii 13 PM. 

1 Breast i,lio wa e Lh st a wl n t la 
strongest ; 
Watch for day riir t-\ \iliea tie 

night's long St 
Onward and onnard at 11 bo thine en 

The rest tbat rem meth w II be f r ever 

S Fight the fight, Christian ; Jesua is o'er 

Eun the race, Christian ; heaven is before 

He who hath promised falterctli never; 
The love of eternity flows on for ever. 
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S Lift the eye. Chrisljani just as it olOBatS; 
Baise the heiirt, Chiisliaii, eie it reposeth ; 
These from tlie love of Olirist notliing 

shidlaevcri 
Mount when, tliy work is done — praiso 

Him for ever. 



1 Josus our Lord 1 to Thee we cal! 
Thou art our life, our hope, our ; 
And we have nowhere else to fle 
f, Lord, hut Thee. 



2 Whatever flies or fcars betide, 

In Thy dear preacnco let ua hide ; 
And wMe we rest our souls on Thec^ 
Do Thou our sauctuaiy be. 

3 Quickly ilie day of light draws nigh, 
Or wo may bow our heads and die ; 
Bui, ohi what joy this ■witneea^vesl 
Jesus, our Baactuary, lives. 

4 He from the graye oar dust will raise, 
Wa in the heavens Ehall sing His prme j 
And when in glory we appear, 

Hell be our sanctuary there. 



I Sow in the mom thy aeed, 
At eva hoM not ib'me hand ; 
To douht and fear give thou no heed — 
SroaA-cast it o'er the land. 



The high- way furrows stock ; 
Drop it where thoras and tbistJea grow, 
Scatter it on the rook. 

3 The gooa, tho ihiitfnl groand, 
Expect not evorj whcro ; 
O'ec hill and dale, hy plots, 'tja fonnd j 
Qo forth thea every where. 

i Thou know'st not which may thme, 
The ]ale or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious genu eidvs,. 
When Mid wherever strown ; 

6 And duly shall appear, 

In VflMure, beauty, strength, 

The tender blade, the stalk, Uie ear. 

And Ui9 Ml com at lengtli- 



6 TlioH canst not toil iii vain ; 

Cold, heal, and moist, nud diy, 
Siiall foster and mature tlie grain, 
For gamera in tlie akj. 

7 Hence, when the glorious end, 

The day of God is come, 
The angel reapers siiall desMnd, 
And heaven cry, " Harvest homo." 



1 And are we yet alive, 

And see each other's facoT 

Glory and praise to Jcsua give 

For Hia redeeming grace I 

2 Preserved by power divine, 

To Ml salvation here, 
kgaia in Jesu'a priuse we join, 
And in His sight appear. 

3 "What troubles have we seen, 

"What conflicts have we passed, 
Fightings without and fears within, 
Since we agsombled last' 



d still He doth his help afford, 
And hideg our life ahovo. 

5 Thou let na malie our boast 
Of His redeoming power, 
Which aavea us to Iho uttermoit^ 
TiU we caa sin no more. 

j Let us take up the cross, 
Till we the crown obtain ; 
Aad gladly reckoii all things losg, 
So we may Jesus gain. 

WBSMT. 



1 Prayer was appointed to conrej 
Tlie blesangs God deaigns to give ; 
Long as they live should Christians pray, 
For only while Uiey pray they live. 

1 The Christian's heart his prayer indites, 
He speaks as prompted from within ; 
The Spirit his petition writes, 
ind Christ receives and gives It in 



8d 

8 And wilt tlion ia dead silence lie, 
When Cbrtft stands w^tiiig Ibr tli; 

prayer ? 
My Boul, thou hast a Friend on h^ ; 
Arise and try thy iotereat tbere. 

4 If pains nffliot or wrongs oppress 
If earea disWact or fears dismay, 
If guilt dejecl, if sin distress, 
The remedy's before thee — Pray. 

fp 'Tis prayer supports the soul that's weak, 
Though thoughts be broken, language 

Pray if thou canst or canst not speak ; 
But pray with feich in Jesu'a nanio. 

6 Depend on Him — thou canst aot fail; 
Make aJl thy waals and wishes known; 
Pearnot — His merits must prevail; 
Ask wliat thou wilt, it shall bo done. 



74, Eo'mans siiL 2B. 'P.M. 

1 Soon and fbr ever the breaking of day 
Shall chase alL the night-clouds of sor- 

Boon and for ever we'll see as we're seen, 
And know the deep meaning of things 
Uiat have been — 



Whera fightings Without and conflicta 
within 
Shall weary no nioro in tho ■warEire 
witii sin- 
Where tears and where fears and where 
death shaU he never, 
Christians with Christ shall be soon 
and for eyer. 



Then ank not in sorrow, despond not ia 

A gloiious io-morrow ia brightening 

When — blessed reward for each iaithfUl 



75. Fsdim IsxiiL 25. 

1 Pass away earthly joy — 

Jesus is mine 1 

Break esoiy mortal tie — 



I)ark is tUe m 
Distant the resting-place; 
Jesus alone can blef s : 
Jesua is mine I 

2 Tempt not my soul awsir— . 

Here would I ever stay — 

Perishing tilings of clsf , 
Bom but for one brief day, 
Pass from my heart away — 
, Jesus is mine i 

3 Fare ye well, dreams of ld^lt-» 

Mine is a dawning bright- 
Jesus is mine I 

All thiit my soul h»s tried 

Left bat a dismal void ; 

Jeaus has satiafled — 

Jesus is mine 1 

4 Farewell mortality — 

Jesus is mine t 
Welcome eternity — 

Jesus is m'iae I 
Welcome ye soecea of rest, 
Welcome ye mansions blest, 
Welcome a Saviour's breasts- 
Jesus is mine ! 



3 There ia an arm tlmt never tires, 
When humaa strtngtli givoa way ; 
There ia a lore that never fails, 
When earthly lovoa decay. 

3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs ! 

That arm upholds the sky ; 

Tliat ear ia filled with angel songs ; 

That love is throned, on high. 

i But there'sapower which man can wield, 
When mortal aid ia Tain, 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach. 
That listening ear to gain. 

i That power is prayer ; ■which soars on 
high 
Through Jesus to the throne, 
AmJ moves the hand which moves iJie 

To bring salvation down. 



77. &e!c xzxiY. 23. T.I 

1 graciona Shepherd I bind us 

"With cords of ioye to Tliee, 
And evermore remlucl ua 

How merey sat us free. 
Oh I may Thy Holy Spirit 

Set this before our eyes, 
That we Tliy death and merit 

Above all else may prize. 

2 We are of our salvation 

Assuraii through Thy' love; 

How feithleas do we prove 1 
Thou bast our sins fbreivea — 

Then leaving all behind, 
We would press on to heaven, 

Bearing the prize in mind. 

S Gisat us benceforth, dear Savioai^ 

While in this rale of tears. 
To look to Thee, and never 

Give way to aailons ftara. 
Thou, Lont wilt not forsake un, 

Though we are olt to blame ; 
Oh I let Thy love then make as 

Hold fiist Thy &ith and nama 



1 Walk in the l^ht I so ahalt thou know 
Tliat fellowship of love, 
Hia Spirit only can bestow, 
Wbo reigns in light above. 



2 Walk in the light ! and thou sbalt find 
Thy heart imide truly Hia, 
Who dwells in clondlcss liglit enshrineil, 
Id whom no daiknesB is. 



3 Walkintlie.Ikhtl and sin abhorred 

Siiall ne'er deBle again ; 
The blood of Jesus Christ the Lord 
Shall cleanse from eveiy sin, 

4 Walk in the light I and e'en the tomb 

No fearful shade ahall wear; 
GUory shall chase away its gloom. 
For Christ hath conqnered there. 

6 Walk. in the light 1 and thou shalt see 
Thy patii, though thorny, bright. 
For God by grace shall dwell in thoe, 
And God Himself is light. 



1 Wliat grace, Lord, and beauty Bliono 
Around Thy steps below I 
What patient love was seen in aE 
Thy life snd denUi of woe 1 

a For ever on Thy burdened heart 

A we^ht of sorrow liung; 

Tet no ungentle murmuring wokI 

Escaped Thy silent tongue. 

3 Thy toes might hate, despise, rerile — ■ 

Thy ftienda nnfailliful prove ; 
Unwearied in forgiveness atili, 
Thy heait could only love. 

4 Oh 1 give us heorta to lovo like Thao-— 

Like Thee, Lord, to grievB 

Far more for othcr'a ana, than all 

The wrongs that wa receive. 

5 One with Thyself may avery eye 

In us, Thy brethren, aoe 
That gentlenesa and grace that spring 
From union, Lord, with Thee. 



1 Josna, Thy name I lov^ 
All oilier nnmea above, 

Jeaus my Lord I 
Oh I Thou art all to me, 
Nothing to please I see, 
Nothing apart from Tliee, 

Jesus my Lord 1 

a Thou, blessed Son oS Got!, 
Hast bought me witti TarUocri, 

Jesua my Lord 1 
Oh I how great is Thy 1< 'f* 
Ah other lovea above. 
Love that I daily pro-js, 
Jesus my Lordj 

8 When unfo Thee I flee. 
Thou wilt my refhge b^ 
Jesus my Lord 1 
What need I now to fearl 
What earthly gi'ief or ctuq 
Sinco Thou art ever near? 
Jesus my Lord ! 



4 Soon Thou wilt come again I 
I shall be happy then, 

Jesus my Lord I 
Then Thine own tuce I'll so(^ 
Then I sliall like Thee be, 
Then evermore with Thee, 

Jesus my Lord I 



81. Hev ii. 23. P.M. 

1 There is a morning star, my soul, 
There is a morning star ; 
TiviJI sooD be near and brlghtj though aow 
It seems so dim and &r. 
And when time's stars have come and gone^ 
And ecery mist of earth has flown, 
That betWr star shall rise, 
Oh this world's clouded sltios, 
To shine foe eror. 

3 The night is well nigh spent, my soul, 
Tlie night is well nigh spent. 
And soon above our beads shall sMoo 



TJuotterably pure and bright — 

The Lamb once slain, its perfect I^JSt— 

A light unohaaKuig and divine, 

A stai that shall uudonded shin^ 



2 When fear its gloomy, tiaad will fling 
O'er earth — our eouls to lieaven above 
As to thair SHDCtUary spring, 

For Thou art ]ove. 

3 When mystery shroada our darkened 

"Wp'll check our dread, our doubts re* 

In this our soul sweet comfort hath, 
That Thou art love. 



S3. Fsokri, civ. 34, P.M. 

1 I journej through a desert drear eaA 

Y"et is my heart by such sweet tliouglita 

beguiled, 
Of Him. on wliom I lean, my strength, 

mj stHy, 
I can foi^t the sorrows of .the way. 

2 Thouglita of Sia love — the root of every 

■ffhicti Bads in this poor heart a dwell- 
ing-place ; 

The sunsbine of my sold, than day more 
bright, 

And my calm pilloiv of repoao by night, 

3 Tliougbla of His sojowm, m this yale of 

The tale of love uniblded in those years 
or ginleas sufiering and patient grace, 
I love again — aad yet again to trace. 

4 Thoughts of His death — npon the crosel 
And there heboid its sad yet healing 



Beaonn of hopa, which lifted up on high, 
lUumes intli lieaTenlj' liglit tbo loar- 
dunraed eye. 

G Thooghts of Eis comiTig — for that joytM 

In patient hope I watch, and waitj and 

pr.y, 
The day draws nigti, the midnight slia- 

dowB fiee ; 
Oh! i\iiat asun-rise will that adrentbel 

6 Thus, while I journey on my lord to 

Hj thoughts and mediEations ere so 

Of Him on wliom I Icsd, my strengtli, 

I can lorget tlie sorrows of the way. 

84. Exodus xr. 2. 6, 6, 8. 

1 Jehovah is our strength, 

And He shall tie our song; 
We shall o'ercome at length, 

Although our Ibes be strong ; 
In vain doth Satan then oppose, 
The Lord is stronger than Kis fbes. 
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2 The Lord ow refuge is, 

Sines He hatli made us His, 

In vain our enemies oppose, 
For God is stronger tb;m His to 



3 The Lord our portion is, 

What can wo wish for more 1 
An long as we are Hig, 

We never can be poor : 
Tu vain do earth and hell oppose, 
for God is stronger than His foea. 



His care our soala will feed: 
In vain do Bin and deatli oppose, 
For God is stronger than Eia Ibes, 

5 Our God our Father is, 

Our names are on His heart; 
We ever shall be Hig, 

He ne'er from us will part; 
In vain the world and flesh oppoeey 
For God is stronger than His toos. 



35. John xviL 12. 1, 

1 Lamb of God I still keep me 

Hefff to Thy wounded aide ; 
lis only tlien in safely 

And peace I can abide I 
Wliat foes and Enares surround mel 

What doubts Jiiid fears within 1 
Ihe grace that sought and foundmB^ 

Alone can. keep mo clean. 

2 lis only in Thee hiding, 

I feel my life secure — 
Only in Thee abiding-, 

The conflict can endure : 
Thine ami the viot'ry gaineth 

O'er every hateful foe ; 
Thy love my heart auataineth 

In all its carea and woe. 

8 Soon shall my eyes behold Thee 

With rapture, lace to face; 
One half hatli uot been told me 

Of all Thy power and grace! 
Tliy beauty. Lord, and gloiy, 

The wonders of Thy love, 
Shall be the endles^abiry 

Of all Thy saints above. 
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88. Cant ii. 16. P.M. 

I Long did I toil, and know no oartlily 

Par did I ro7e, and fonnd no certain 

^t IsBt X sanglit ihsm. in Ei3 sheltering 
breast^ 
Who opes His armB and bids ilie ■weary 



a TeaT HBisminel and naught d 
things — 
Hot all the charma of pleasure, wealth, 

The 6nie of beroeg or the pomp of kings- 
Could tempt me to forego His love aa 

" G<^ -worliilesB world," I cry, "witli all 
that's thine ; 
Go, I my Saviour's am, and He U mine." 

8 The good I Imve is from Hie stores sup- 
The 01 is or.ly what He deems the 



He lor my Giend, I'm rich wiUi nai^t 

And poor mthout Him, tliou^ti of ail 
poBseat : 
Char^ca may coma^I take, or I resign, 
ContenE wtiile I am His, and He is mine. 



A glorious sun tliat wanes notj nor 

AbOTO the clouds and skirma He walks 

And sweetly on Hia people's darkness 
shines: 
All may depart — I fret not nor repine, 
"While I my Saviour's am, and He is mine. 

6 "While here alaa 1 I know bat half His 

But half dJscem Him, and but half 

Jut when I meet Him ia tho realms 

I hope to loye TTim better, praise Him 



87. -Psolm IvW. 1. CM. 

1 Be raeroifal to me, God I 

Be merciHil to me, 
PorthoT^h X sink beneath TI17 rod, 
Tet do I trust in Thee, 

2 Thou art my refuge, and I know 

M7 buivien Thou dost bear. 

And I would aeck, where'er I go. 

To cast on Thoe mj care. ■ 

3 Tliou knowGst, lord, my flesh how flai], 

Strong though m J spirit be ; 

Oh I then assist, when ibes assail, 

The soul that clings to Thee. 

i And, gracious Lord, whato'cr befell, 

A ttiaobiul heart be mine — 

A heart that answars to Thy caU, 

One that ia wholtj Thhie. 

fi And may I ne'er foi^t that Thon 
Wilt aooQ return again. 
And those who love Thy coEDtog now 
Sh^ shine Id ghry then. 



88. Psalm cxllx. 1-4. P.M. 

1 Praise ye Jehoyali, praise the Lovd most 

Who cheers the contrite, girds witli 

atrengtli the weak ; 
Praise Him who will wiUi glory crown 

Ite lowly, 
And with ^cation boauti^ Uie meek^ 

2 Praise je the Lord for all His loving- 

kindnes.^, 
And all the tender mercies He batli 

shown; 
Praise Him who pardoua all our sin and 

bllndnes?, 
And calls oa sons, and takes ns for His 



3 Praise ye Jeiovah I soiaree of every blea 
rag- 
Before Ilia gifts earth's ricbest hoona ar 

Resting in Him, His peace and joy pos 

All tilings are oors, for we have all i' 
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< Praiae ye the Father I God the Lord who 
gave us, 
With Ml and perfect love, Hia onlj 

Son; 
Praisa ya the Son who died ITimself to 

Praiae ya tlie Spirit I praisa tha Threa in 



89. Psdmxxx^l. Double CM 

1 Thou ait my hidir^-plaea, LordI 

In Thee I put my trust i 
Eaeouraged by Thy holy word, 

A Ibebie child of dust : 
I have no argument beside^ 

I urge no oclier plea ; 
And tis enough my Saviour died, 

My Saviour died for me I 

2 Then storms of fierce temptation heati 

And furious foea assail, 
My refuge is the mercy-seat, 

My hope within the vail. 
From strife of tongues and bitl^r worda. 

My 3pu"it fliea to Thee ; 
Joy to my hearc the thoi^Ut afford^ 

My Saviour died tor mo 1 
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S 'Mid trials heavy to be 'borao, 

When mortal strength is vain — 
A ]ieart with grief and aDgaiat ton^— 

A. body racked with pain — 
Ah 1 what could give the sutforer restj 

Bid every murmur flee, 
But tble, the witness iu my breast, 

Mf Saviour died for me 1 

4 And -when Thine awful voioa commauds 

This body to decay, 
And litb in its laat lingering sands, 

Is ebbing fast away — 
Than, thoi^h it be in accents weafc^ 

And feint and tremblingly, 
Obi give ma strength in death la speak, 

" My Saviour died for me 1" 



1 Jesus, my Saviour, look on mo I 
For I am weary and opprest; 
I oome to cast my soul oa Thee; 
Thou art my rest. 

3 Look down on me, for I am weak ; 
I ibel the toilsome journey's length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek ; 
Thou art my strength. 



B I am bewildeMd on my way; 
Dark and tempcstuoua is tJis night; 
OLI EhedThou forth EomE cheering F«j; 
Thou art my light. 

4 I hoar the storms aronnd me rise. 
But, when I dread th' impending shock, 
My spirit to het refuge flies; 
Thou art my rock, 

B 'When tlio accuser flings his darts, 

I look to Thea— my terrors cease ; 

Tiiy croK a hiding-place imparts ; 

Thou art my peace. 

C Standing alone on Jordan's Mnk, 

In that tremendons, latest sMfe, 

Thou wilt not suffer me to sink j 

Xhou art my life. 

7 Thou wilt my every want supply, 

Evea to the end, whata'er beM; 

Through life, in death, eternally, 

Thou ait mytZl. 

MiODUPP. 



To any but to Thee, 

5 Thou doat reraemlier still, amid 

The glories of Gud's thtone, 
Tiie aorrowa of mortality, 
Toe Uiay were once Tliice ova. 

a Tea I for bs if Thou would'at be God, 
E'en ia Thy niiseiy, 
Tbero'a been no sorrowbut Thine own 
Untouclied by ajmpatliy. 

4 Jesua, my fainting spirit ringn 
Its feartlilnesa W Thee ; 
TMne eye at least can pcnetrabo 
The cloulcd mystery. 

6 It is enough, my precious Xord, 

Thy tender aympaQiy ! 
Thero is no sorrow e'er eo deep 
But I may bring to Thee. 



92. 1 Peter \. 8. 8. 8. & 

1 Jcsua, I lovo Tlies I Tliou dost know 
How true iny love, how dEep my woa j 

Almost too deep to bear I 
But Thoa wilt guide mo by Thy hand, 
Strong in Thy strength I yet may stand, 

Still resting in Thy cai'e. 

S Thou wilt not leave the wsal^est one ; 
Though erery outward hope be gone, 

I know that Thou art uigh ; 
Maa knows not what my sufTeringa ar^ 
He oaa not know ; he would not care ; 
But Thou art eympatby. 

3 Thou wilt not let my footsteps fail, 
Kor let me, journeying through this val^ 

Brmg on Thy Gospel sbame; 
Though naught is mine but wa and woe, 
Yet in Thy rightcouanesa I go, 

And triumph in Thy name. 

» And when the bitter cap is pasl^ 
And whan I sink in death at laatj 
It is tote with Thee; 
lo with Thee ia oloada of Iieaven 
1, pure, holy, Thino, foi^ven, 
it to reign with Tlieo. 



1 It is Thy hand, my God ! 

My sorrow comes fVom Tiiee— 
I bow beneath. Thy chaatemi^ iwl ; 
'Tis love that bruises mo. 

2 I woniil not murmui', Lord, 

Before Thee I iini dumb— 
Leet I should breathe one murmuriiig 

To Thee for help I come. 



d I know Thy will is right, 

Though it may seem severe ; 

Thy path 13 still onsullied 11^^ 

Tboi^h dark it olt appear. 

S Jesus Tor me hath died) 

Thy Son Thou didst not spare; 
His pierced hands, His bleeding si 
Thy lovo for me declare 



C Eore my poor heart can reBt — 
MyGodl it cleaves to liieo; 
Thy wi!l is love, Thine end la Uest, 
AR work for goo3 to mo. 



94, JJm'aA xlii. It P.M. 

1 I know not the way I am going, 

But well do I know my Guide ; 
"With a ehiid-like trust I give my hand 

To the mighty Priend by my ade. 
The onh- thing that I aay to Him, 

Ab Hb takes it, is: "Hold it feet, 
Suffer me not to lose my way, 

And bring me homo at last." 

i As when some helpless wanderer, 

Alone in an unknown land, 
Telia the guide his destined place of rest, 

And leaves all else in bis hand : 
Tia home, 'tis Jwme that we wish to 

He who guides us may choose the way; 
lAtUe we heed what path we take. 
If nearer home each day. 
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95. Horn. xiii. 11. PM. 

J One sweetly Bolemn thouglitj 

I aitt nearer homa to-day 

Than I ever havo been, befiiro. 

2 Nearer my FotTiet's house, 

Whara the many raaiisions-be J 
Nearer the great white tbrone ; 
Nearer the crystal aea ; 



3 Nearer the bound of life, 

"Where we lay our burdeua down ; 
Nearer leaving the cross ; 
Nearer g^ning the crown. 



But lyii^ darkly ist ween, 

Winding down through the night 
la the deep and unknown stream, 

That leads at last to the light 



Let me feel Tliee near wheu I stMid 
On the edge of tha shore of death. 



Ill 

6 Feel Ihee near when mj feet 
Are Elipping OTer the briak ; 
For it may be, I'm nearer home — 
Nearer now than I think. 

CARET. 



I Thess. iy. 14 



2 Asleep in Jeeus! oh I how sweet 
To be for Budi a slumber meet 1 
With holy conillcnce to sing, 
That death hen lost his veuomsd sting I 



S Asleep in Jesus I peaceFuI rest ! 
Whose waking is supremely bleat : 
No fear, no woe shall dim that hour 
That inanifesta the Saviour's power, 

i Asleep in Jesual ohi for me 
May such a blissflil refuge be 1 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 
• Waiting the si 



6 Asleep in Jesus 1 time nor space 
Debars this precious hiding-place ; 
On Indian plains ot Nortliern snows 
Believera find tlie same repose. 

6 Asleep in Jesus I fer from Thee 
Thy Itindred and thoir graves may be I 
Em thine is still a blessed sleep, 
Prom which nono ever wakes to weep. 



97. Heb. W. 3. P.1 

1 Jesus, we rost in Thee, 

In Thee ourselves we bide ; 
Laden with guilt and miaerj, 

WlierB t«uld we rest beside? 
Tia on Thy meek and lowly breast 
Our weary souls alone can resC 

a Thou holy One of God I 
The Father rests in Thee, 
And in the Bavor of that lilood 

Once shed on Calvaiy. 
The curse ia gone— through Thee we" 

blest; 
God rests in Thee— in Thee we rest. 
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3 The dares of ain and fear — 

Thy truth our boadaga broke ; 
Our happy spirits love to wear 

Thy light and easy yoke. 
The love which fills our grateful breast 
Makes duty joy, ajid labor rest. 

4 Soon tbe bright, glorious day— 

The rest cf God shall come ; 
Sorrow aM sin shall pass away, 



r. 13. 



1 Take comforE, i 
frienda 
In. Jesua fall asleep ; 
Their better being never ends- 
Why then dejected weep? • 

% Why inconsolable, as those 
To whom no hope is given 7 
Death is the messenger of peac^ 
And calls the soul to heaven. 



As Jesua iJiod, and rose again, 
Violotious fLom Hie dead; 

So Hia diaoiplea rise, and reign 
■WiHi their trimnpliaiit Head. . 



Christ ahall with sliouts descend ; 

And lie last trumpet's awful Toica 

The heaTeas and eaHt "shall read. 

B Then thoy who live ahall changed ba, 
And they who sleep shall walte ; 
The grayea ahall yield their itncicn' 
charge, 
And earth's ibnndLitions shake. 

6 The smnta of God, from death, set &ee, 
"With joy Bhsll mount on high ; 
The heavenly hosts with praises loud, 
Shall meet them in the sky. 

Together to Wieir Fatlier's bonae, 
With joyful hearts they go; " 

And dwell for ever with the lord, 
Seyond the reach of woa 

8 A few short years of eyil past, 
We leach the happy shore, 
Where death-dirided fKends at last 
Shall m^et to part no more. 



99, Ads Wi. 59. 

1 Mj aoul, go boldly forth, 
forsake this ainrul earth ; 
What hath it hean to thae 

Bnt pftin and sorrow? 
And diink'st thou it will be 



3 Why art thou for delay ? 
Thou oam'st not here to stay; 
What tak'st thou for thy part 

Bnt heavenly pleasure 1 
Where then shoald be thy heart 
But Where's thy treasnto ? 

3 Thy God, thy Head's above; 
. There ia tiio world of love; 

Maasions there parcUased are, 
By Christ's own merit, 

For these He doth prepare 
TheabyHiaSpiril, 

4 Lord Jeaus, tate my spirit, 
1 trust Thy love and merit; 
Take home Thy wand'ring sheej^ 

For Thou hiist sought it; 
My SRll ia safety keep, 

For Thou liast bought it, 

BAXTER 



1 The hour of my departure's come, 
I hear the voice thaJ calls me home 
At last, lord 1 iet trouble oeaae, 
And leb TIij servant die in peace. 



2 Not In m 
I bow before Thee in the dust ; 

And. through my Saviour's blood alon 
I look for mercy at Thy throne. 

3 I leave the world without a tear, 
Save for the Mends I hold bo dear , 
To heal their sorrows, Lord, descend, 
And to the Maodiosa prove a friend. 

4 I come, I coois at Thy command, 
I give my spirit to Thy hiiEd ; 
Strelch forth Thino everlastiag' annE^ 
And shield me in the last alajW 

5 The hour of my departure's coma, 

I heai the voice that calls me homo ; 
Now, oh 1 my God, let trouble cease. 
Mow let Thy servant die in peace. 

LOGAS. 
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If God IS mine 

In Thy name, Lord, 

Ih God for me 
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